


The Life and Death 

As though onthinking on.no thought I ■ thmjce. 

Makes me with heavy nothing faint and IhrinKe* 

Bufo. Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.) 
£)u.’Tis nothing leffe : conceit is ftill denu d 
From lome fore father greefe, mine is not fo. 

For nothing hath begot my fomething gricfe, 

Or fomething, hath the nothing that I grieve, 

’Tis in rcverfion that I doe pofleffe, 

'But what it is.that is not yet knowne,\vhat 

I cannot name/tis nameleffe woe 1 wot. Ever Greer,, 

Gree. Heaven fave your Majefty,and well met Gentle- 
I hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland- ; ( men; 
efu. w hy ho"p' ft thou fo? ’1 is better hope he is : 

For his defignes crave hafte, good hope. 

Then wherefore doft thou hope he is not fhipt . 

Gree . That he our hope, might have retyr d ru* power, 
And driven into defpaire an enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land, 

The banifta'd Bullingbrooke repeales hintfelte. 

And with up-lifted Armes is fafe arriu d 
At R *ue»fpurg. 

Now God irt heaven forbid, _ 

Gree, O Maddam ’tis too true: and that is worfe, 
The L- Northumberland, his young (onm, H ettry Percj, 
The Lords of Roffe,5f<*«>w«»d,and Willoughby^ r i 
With all their powerfull friends are fled to himv'on • 

Bujh. Why have you not proclaim’d Northumberland; 
And the reft of the revolted faction Traytors ? i 

Gree. We have : whereupon the Earle of Worcester 
Hath broke his ftaffe.refign’d his Stewardfhip, (bwt 
And all the houfhold fcruants fled with him to bum. 

Qh. So Greene, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
And "Bullingbrooke. my forrowes difmall heyre : 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodigy. 

And T a gafping new delivered mother, 

Haue woe to woe forrow to forrow ioyn’d* 

' Bujh. Defpaire not Madam- 

gu. Who fliall hinder me ? ^ 


of Richard the fecund. 

I will defpaire, and beat emnity 

With courening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, : 

Who gently would diffolve the bands of life. 

Which falfe hopes linger in extremity- 
Enter York 

, Gree. Here comes the Duke of Yorke. 

With fignes ofwarre about his aged necke. 

Oh full of carefull bufineffe are his lookes : 

Vnclc/or heavens fake fpeakecomfortable words. 

Ter. Comfort’s in Heaven, and we are on the earth, 

Where nothing lives but croffesicare, and griefe : 

Your husband he is gone to fave farreoff, 

Whilft others come to make his loofe at home : 

Here am I left to underprop his Land, 

Who weake with age,cannot fopport my felfe : 

Now comes his fickc honre that his forfeit made. 

Now foah he try his friends that flattered him* 

Enter a Servant* 

Seri My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came- 
TV.He was • why fo, goe all which way it will : 

The Nobles they are fied,the Commons they are cold. 
And will I feare revolt on Here fords fide. 

Sirra, get thee to Plafiiy to my filler G lo ft er t 
Bid her fend me prefcntly a thoufand pound, 

Hold,take my Ring. 

Ser , My Lord,! had forgot > 

To tell your Lordfhip,to day Icame by, and call’d there- 
But I (hail grieve you to report the reft* 

You What is* t knave? 

Ser . An houre before I came, the Dutcheflfe dfdev 
^.Heavenfor his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come rufhing on this wofull Land at once ? 

1 know hot what to doe : I Would to heaven 
(So my vntruth hath not provok’d him to it) 

The King had cut off my head with my brothers* 

What, are there ppftes dilpatcht for Ireland ? 

How fliall we doctor money for thefe warres ? 

Come 
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